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BEARDING THE LIONS. 
“ Although the news has not yet been made public, I don’t think I am betraying any confidence in announcing the fact that a number of ‘ Friv.’ girls, 
including Tottie, Lardi and myself, have started a society for the suppression of the man male thing. The male, of course, requires a lot of suppressing, but I 
think we shall do it. Dad, who, disguised as an elderly lady, endeavoured to ferret out the secrets of the league, is now locked in the coal-cellar. He wiill 
probably be killed. Man, under no circumstances, is allowed in our club-room. Doubtless before long he will be swept from the face of the earth.’ —Toorsiz. 


A PITY TO WASTE IT! A DUCAL DODGER. 


UNLESS Von ARAO HR 
SOUL~- CRUSHING 


W ONE morning in May, 1833, a weather-beaten tramp was 

Ronamce found fast asleep among the tombs in the cemetery of Pére 

“« SAW, g la en apo ues was exeare, pecs Paget byioed mae 

A tute, and the only language he could speak was German. 

FROM yue \ gentleman who knew that language advised him to apply 

oF 3 > AN BIN to the old Countess de Richmont, who was _proverbially 

D BA TH XY kind to foreigners, and who had formerly been one of the 

: attendants on the Dauphin, who died in the Temple—the 

son of the ill-fated Louis XVI. The dusty stranger waited 

on the duchess, and announced himself as the Duke of 
Normandy—the Dauphin himself, miraculously saved. 

The af exclaiming that he was the very image of his 
mother, Marie Antoinette, fainted away. Recovering, she 
produced a number of relics, all of which, down to the 
clothes he wore when a baby, he instantly recognised, She 
also mentioned scars the Dauphin had on his body, and 
these he declared he could show. She sent for a tailor and 
had him handsomely clothed, and pony up her best bed- 
room for his use. She invited all her Royalist friends to 
meet their recovered king, and he told them how, in the 

rison when a child, he had had a sleeping draught given 

os and had a i away s . sioepenccnanet boa 
wards, ing through many wonderful adventures. Most 

. poeliglanach peli el eee ae eee ot those present believed ue Stes oe oe owe wosdeted 
" ow it was he had altogether forgotten his French. he 

pe Sencar gory ee gag pel cea eas duke replied that he had been among Germans for thirty - 
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ympathetic friend. “The idea of 
ing romance, “From the Jaws of Death,” was “ de- wasting a splendid thing like one ce an ordinary pub- 


“ Back again !" groaned Gowler, as his soul-crush- “It is!” cried a sym 
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eeven vears, which was a sufficient reason. 

It was agreed that he should be confronted with the great seer. 
Martin, who, seeing that money might be made out of the business, 
immediately hailed him as king, and declared that he was the 
exact Soomeetett of the lost prince who had been revealed to him, 
in a vision. This was enough. The rich and titled ladies who 
believed in the new comer influenced the priests, and the priests 
influenced the p-asantry ; whilst Martin, the quack. also worked 
very hard. Money was wanted, and soon it flowed in at the rate 
of fifty thousand pounds n year. He now set up a magnificent 
establishment, drove the best horses procurable, and gave the 
grandest dinners. His sayings and doings were in everyone's 
mouth, and yet, strange to say. Louis Philippe and his Government 
did not interfere with him. ‘They were afraid to do so, he said, 
and the king had plotted his assassination. One dav he came home 
saying he had been stabbed, but his enemics asserted that the 
wound was self inflicted. 

The enthusiasm increased, and more money flowed into his 
coffers, and at last his friends proposed finding hima wife. Then 
an awkward fact cropped up. He was married to the daughter of 
a common soldier, and his wife anda large family were languish- 
Io at Crozsen, where the duke had carried on the trade of watch- 
maker, 

About this time he wrote to the Duchess d'Angonléme as ton 

beloved sister, whose coldness and reluctance to acknowledge him 
caused him great pain. and he offered her an incontrovertable 
proof of his identity. He reminded her that when the royal family 
were confined together in the Temple, his aunt, the Princess Eliza- 
beth, and his mother, Marie Antoinette, had written some lines on 
a paper, which paper was cut intwo, and one half given to Madame 
Royal and the other to the Dauphin. “When we meet.” said he, 
“T will produce the corresponding half to that which you possess, 
Tt has never been out. of my possession since our fatal separation.” 
But the duchess treated him as an impostor, and declared that she 
never heard of such a paper. 
_ And now he discovered the errors of his mst. and determined to 
join the Roman Catholic Church. This brought him many friends 
and more money, for the Catholic party had not vet joined his 
cause, fearing that the throne might be snatched from them. 

At length, however. the police woke up, entered his house, 
seized his papers, and, hiring three places in the Calais diligence, 
saw him safe on rd an English packet. He reached London, 
and set up at Camberwell Green as a manufacturer of fireworks; 
but neighbours objected to the explosions occurring on his pre- 
mises, so he migrated to Chelsea and then to Delft, in Holland, 
where he died in povertr. 

(Neat week,“ The Landlady Opposite.”) 
e e ° e a e 
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Wott wil appenr nex? the naibur wott shi the stones ia stil on 
the iobb. ¢ av ketch mea wonner onn the bak. Orror, the dem- 
ing boi av clime upp an gott old off mi legg. 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


*.° Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclore a stam ped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Much obliged for versace, WINNIE ; Want of space prevents their 
wae, No, we da not think, A READER, Jt would prove a sound 
excuse, Many thanks for notice, CHUFFY ; SLOPER says you da 
him proud, Funny. we admit, A BROTHER; But we think a trifle 
feud Beers: A. H: BuURNE, we cannot, Thanks for letter, ARTHUR 
LeITH. Onee or trrice a acason, BERTIE. Just the same exactly, 
MFATH. Only just afew, we fancy; Still, you miqht inquire, 
a .8. Not at present, LAURENCE WILLCOX. It's of little moment, 

E88, 

—— 
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NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


Will be paid to the next-of-hin of vf Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty —— ), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death ina Hailway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part 9 the United ge pe 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- 
Hoiway” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ ALLY SLOPER’s HaLr-Houipay” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom ecery Wednesday'morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning. : 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
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Greenleigh. 1 went to the “Friv.” last night, and I was very 
much struck by the lovely girls in the ballet. They are perfect 
dreams of beauty. 

Sereleigh, It’s all make up, my boy. Remember, dreams go by 
contraries, *,° 


THAT George Benson really is in love with Nancy Dawson. 
When he found one of her Uakarl facia reearr boot buttons, he 
had it melted with okoforous acid, mixed it with a pint of “boy,” 
and drank her health with it. It’s a curious thing, too, but since 
that time he’s always been dreaming of high step dancing. 

st 


Piggqs. Money does everything for a man, 
Bajys. Yes; and a mau does anybody for money. 
s¢ 


s 
Gaze in a hatter's window front 
At any time, and you 
Will see at least three dozen shapes, 
And all described as “ new.” 
es 
s 
coe Visitor, Tell me, my man, what brought you to this sad 
ight? 
P Bivglac. Toothache, sir. 
Prison Visiter. Toothache? 
Burglar. Yes, sir; it kep' the gen’leman awake at night, and 
‘e nabbed me. *,* 


thes even London milk has its uses sometimes. When there's 
hig ame too much chalk in it, it comes in handy to whitewash 
e dustbin. 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 521.—The “English Fisher-Giri" Costume. 


THE MODERN APOLLO. 
What price the — Marbies 
now 


Lady (to Hairdresser). Will you please attend to my little boy ? 
Hairdresser (abeentmindediy>. Certainly, mum! Hair cut or shave? 


AUTHORS—AUTHENTIC. 


No. 3.—Bret Harte. 
(Bread, Tart.) 
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(Saturday, April 21, 1894 
Featherly. Come here, Bobby. 


You kno 
don't you? (ou know me, my little man, 


Bobby. Oh, yes, 1 know you: you're the gentleman pa told 
Nelly he wouldn't have han around any longer if she c 5 
pretty soon bring him to oe po. bg — me 

es 
s 

Mr. Canter. How do you keep Sunday, my young friend? 

Joe Kerr. I don't keep it, pay it. oh ae 

Mr. Canter, Where do you spend it—in church or chapel? 

Jue Kerr. No; 1 belong to the Sunday League, and I don't 
believe in anyone working on Sunday, not even a parson, so [ don't 
encourage it. °° 


ONE of the first awakenings from love's young dream, is when 
the fair young bride discovers that all the fervent verses her dar. 
ling Henry sent her during her engagement were only copied from 
the second-hand copy of Byron he picked up cheap at an “all in 
this box, threepence. *° 


First Waiter. How is it John is doing s0 badly? Some of the 
richest genelmen in London b'long to the club where he works. 

Second Waiter. That's why, you mug! They knows they're 
rich, and we knows they're rich, so they ain't got no objec’ in beinz 
gencrous, ee 


s 
THE cunning of the lively flea 
‘Tis difficult to: match. 
He always bites our back in parts 
Most ult to scratch. 
25° 
Unsuccessful Author, Why do you put 80 many stamps with you 
MSS.—one is sufticient for the post ? ® . : ced 
Suecesaful Writer. I always put in half a crown's worth, and I 
never have a manuscript returned. You see, editors get such poor 
pay nowadays that a crown isa consideration ; and having 
once my stamps, why, they're bound to use my copy. 
ss 


= 
Mr. Grumbleton — has just barked his shin). 1 wish this 
beastly old foot-stool was at the devil. 
Mra, Grumbleton (soothingly), What's the good of wishing that, 
Mr. G.?—you wouldn't get rid of it for long. (More cuss words, 
ss 


s 
It is stated that Mr. Snooks, the eminent glazier, has offered to 
keep all the windows of Westminster Abbey in repair, on condition 
that he my. emblazon the fact in blue on a ground on each 
window. r. Shine, the eminent painter, has submitted a xome- 
what similar offer, we believe, only he would Jike his name outside 
the principle entrance, ° 


Wife. Mrs. De Lusher is a lucky woman, she's always getting a 
new bonnet. Mr. De Lusher must be awfully generous. 

Husband. Awfully drunken, you mean. Can't you see that every 
time he comes home the worse for drink she makes him give her a 
new bonnet not to row him. He told me it cost him quite a little 


fortune. es 
s 


Mrs. A. No, 1 won't go so far as to say that she’s exactly pretty, 
but it’s the kind of face that grows on you. 

Mrs, B. (with emphasiz). Does it, dear? Well, all I can say 
about the matter is that I'm very thankful indeed it hasn't grown 
on me. *,* 


: bak) iy ee Wanderer. But this place used to be so healthy when 
ved here. 
Native. Oh, yes; but two doctors and a physician have settled 
here since 


Why is it that the barber waits 
Until he’s soaped us o'er, 
Ere making some inane remark 
We've heard ten times before ? 
ss 


Mrs. Boskey (out ing). I'd get a bottle of gin if I thought 
I could get it into the house without the old man seeing it. 

Mrs. Chumley. Why, won't he let you have it? : 

Mrs, Boskey. 'Tain’t that, my dear. But if he seed it, he'd 
drink it all, and I shouldn't get none. 
ses 


s 

Jones. 1 think that young Robinson is a very good dispositioned 
young man. 

Smith. Indeed! [ thought he was rather—that he had—er—that 
he owed you a little money. 

Jones. Sa he does; but he is the only man I know .who hag 
borrowed money from me without abusing me afterwards behind 
my back. * 


New Clerk. Why is it that all the fellows seem to try and avoid 
Jackson? He's a decent sort of fellow, to all appearances—what's 


wre with him? 
Old Clerk, Oh, nothing particular; only he's got n baby, and 
it’s just commencing to talk and he will we and bettonhele eas 
body he can to tell you the kid’s latest funny saying. 
se 
s 

She. Your father is very fond of ou, is he not, Mr. Scatterquids? 

ae ey eer, 1 don’t know. Why do you ask, 
ma: re 
¢. Oh, well, I overheard you tell your friend Robinson that 
your old man was a bad hand at “ parting.” 


e 
Chorley. What's the—er—er—date, deah ber! 
Algernon (making a heroic effort). The—the—er—er—the 18th 
of A old man. 
Chorley (more in sorrow than in anger). V've got that duwn; I 
knew that ; but what I don’t—er—er—remembah is the yeah. 
ss 
s 
Not ro deep asa well nor as wide asa church door. That girl 
at the “ Friv.” ain't so thin that it would take three of her to make 
up a pen’north of seat on a tramcar, nor yet so rounded and eu:bon- 
point that she'd have to be put under a garden roller before she 
could pass through the turnstile at the Aquarium. 
ss 


s 
For mean and petty malice, we 
Commend you to the way 
In which an unsuccessful scribe 
Will slang a clever play. 
ss 


s 

Firat Pal, Yes, 1 think I may say, without bragging, that I'ma 
pony fair linguist, you know : in fact, there’s very tuw lausuages 

can’t speak something of. ¥ 

Second Pal. Indeed ; well, I know something very simple Ive 
never heard you speak. 

First Pal. Do you? What is that? 

Second Pal. The truth, old man. And then those two goo 
— parted right there, without so much as.another speci:l 


— 
Ewery Monday. One Halfpenny. 
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TOOTSIE SLOPER AND “JAUNTY JANE.” 


—e-- 


“REHABILITATION being still fashionable in the higher his. 
torical circles, it has been thought the time is ripe to give even 
r Jane Shore 
er whitewashing 
day. Hence, in- 
stead of the hapless 
heroine Seine 
fee os or 
ing to the Muse o 
History) she — 
was, an attempt is 
here made to pre- 
eent her as she 
gage ve Rare been. 
This being thus, it 
is but fitting that 
Jane should, at the 
nish, be 


for what she didn't 
do. It is to be 
hoped that similar 
forgiveness may be 
extended to the 
author for what he 
has done.” 


ig success at the 
Strand, and is full 
of fun and fancy. 
I feel sure, too, 
that the doves? of Richard Henry is quite as true as any other. 
According to Gilbert Abbot A’Beckett and most other historians, 
Crook-backed Dick was a bad man, and after Ceeiggg geen 
crimes committed by the Double-dyed Gloucester, he says: 
“Tichard’s next. artitice was to practice the moral dodge, which 
seldom fails to tell upon an indiseriminating multitude. Jane Shore 
was fixed upon as a mark for plunder and persecution by Richard, 
who first robbed the poor woman of all she had and then sent her 
to prison. He professed to be so shocked at some of the incidents 
of her past life that, as a moral agent or acting member of the 
Society for the Suppression of Vice, he could not allow her to 
escape without some heavy — She was 
against in the Ecclesiastical Courts and ordered to walk about 
London with a lighted rushlight in her hand and wearing nothing 
but a pair of shee*s or a counte e. 

At the Strand Theatre, in her Rempel moment, Jane is Leora 
lump, and is fair to view. We first find her at the Cheape Jack in 
Pasta eap, where she officiates as barmaid and is much mashed by 


Duke of Gloucester + 
Harry Patros. 


A Nobleman: Mary: 
EMMELINE ORFORD, CARRIE COOTE. 


Teddy the [Vth, Crook-backed Dick, Grist the baker, Shore the 
jarnbroker, and numerous other more or less profitable customers. 

Ve find her next in durance vile, owing to the jealousy of Teddy's 
lawful queen, and again, after a while, starving in the snow, when 
the tiend-like Crook-back attaches a piece of string to a half- 
quartern (bread, you know, not what you're thinking of) and jerks 
it away at the moment the Jaunty one makes a clutch at it. 

There are some very funny notions in the burlesque, which is not 
quite of the same pattern as the famous Strand burlesques, but yet 
contains some ably constructed puns. In the old days, the Dook 
Snook tells me, the audience, after a pun been perpetrated, 
uscd to ery “Oh!” as some people even nowadays still do at a fire- 
work show at the Crystal Palace. 

. With the acting I was delighted. Miss Alice Atherton scores 
immensely with her barmaid song and her laughing and plantation 
xs. aud acts throughout with much animation and cleverness. 
Girace Huntley always pleases me, and is at her best as 
Nastings, and Miss Carrie Coote's dancing is extremely fetching. 
Miss Emmeline Orford, Miss Florence Daly, Miss Hilda Hanbury, 
und Madame Ada Dorée, all greatly contribute to the success of 
the piece, and I am sure the actors engaged have all bp A nae 
parts. Mr, Harry Paulton, as Crook-back, has no end of chances, 
of which, of course, he avails himself. His make-up is very comic. 
Mir. Edward Lewis, as the King, is droll enough, Mr. Arthur 
Nelston a 
revela- 
tion in 
dancing, 
and Mr. 
Fred Em- 
ney and 
George 
H um- 
hrey are 
oth all 
there. 

The idea 
of reviv- 
ing bur- 
* lesque at 
the Strand 
is a good 
one. What 
| a hotbed 

for talent 


comedy 
goes 
wrong the 
first night, 
there’s not 
a much hope 
for it afterwards, but the first night burlesque can be turned up- 
side down and inside out in twenty-four hours, and made to boom. 
If you want a good langh, sce Jaunty Jane Shore. 


King Edward: 


Jane: 
Epwarpb LEwIs. ALICE ATHERTON. 
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OUR VILLAGE LAWYER. 

Never heard of old Tommie Russell, our village lawyer? Lor, 
what a pity : well, you have missed attreat! Then ye never ‘eard 
that story about the great case he conducted over old Farmer 

0 rikey, you oughter ‘ear that. 
rson, y'know, he was about the hardest man at a 
argain this side o' Jerusalem, an’ we always swore there was a bit 
o’ the sheeney in his composition. Well, he went down the town 
to old Crispin's one day, and him to make a pair o’ boots, 
after a eee pattern of his own ; they'd got to be done by a 
certain day, and the price agreed on, twelvean’ sixpence. A month 
after that he comes in such a Baliyhooly rage into the Dog and 
Dishclout, where old Russell was a-sittin’, an’ says: 

“*Oh, there y'are, Mister Russell, 1 might ha where t’ 
find you. Here, I want yer t’ take up a Law case for me at once.’ 

Heit GR GE ore Ream 

iaalh spin. oe! ” BAYS 

“« And what's he done?’ asks old Russell. 

Ripka he’s actually swmmonsed me for a pair o' boots!’ 


“* Well, have yer ‘ad the boots?’ 
“*Oh, yea, I've ‘ad ‘em ; they're fust-rate boots,’ 


whe ee tie oes 0 te sight 
e ” 
we atl, why don't you Dey him, then ?’ 

“*Why, because he's so loomin’ clever that he must needs— 
afore I've had the boots a month, and wore the creaky out of ‘em 
—go an’ summons me, jest to show he knows a bit about the law. 
Now, V1 see him Jim ixgered afore [ll pay him, even if I ‘aves 
to spend the remainder o’ my life and the little bit I've got put 
wi Gite Hight, toys eid Butal, wich = merry wink ; 

juite * says th a ink ; ‘as we sa 
Ebberson, nil sine omnibus de tiddlewinkibus oquctehi- 
(He wasa wonderful echolar was old Tom Russell.) 

“*Well,’ says Ebberson, ‘you git to work on him—give the 

der “ beans "—and, I s'pose you'll want a bit on account?’ 

“* Better let me have two quid,’ assented old Tom. And Ebber- 
son forked out. What bg a s’pose old Tom Russell did? Why, 
that very evenin’ he wn to the shoemaker and he says : 

“*Crispin, what's meanin’ o' yer goin’ to law against 
Farmer Ebberson?’ 

“«Why,’ says Crispin, ‘ow else am I to git my mony iy 

“*That’s so,’ assented old Tom Russell. ‘Now, C x listen 
tome. If J fight this case against you, on behalf of old Bherscn, 
you know you ain't a dog's chance?’ 

“*T acknowledge that,’ assented the cobbler, sheepishly. 

“*But I don't want to toextremes. Now, if you like to 
0 ten shillings in satisfaction of everything, and never say 
another word about the matter, I'll give it you: if you don't, you've 
got me against you?’ 

“Well, everybody had a wholesome dread of old Tom—in his 
legal capacity—and so Crispin caved in and took the ten bob. 

“Next market day, Ebberson turned upat the Dog and Dishclout 
pg dc ag rag of ae tidings. He sate down, with old Tom 
Russell ide him, ordered in mugs of ale for everybody, and 
ea rs nee ered cline il, with learned ponderance 

“*My dear sir,’ answered old Russell, wit re 
the day is ours. I proceeded, ex aperto, as we say s law, and 
having the mens dicinior to see that he was in what se term the 
status pargagpaslray kanr ot ees I filed what is termed a eg gp ae 
ari faeea ag is btless very obvious to you—put him clean 
o court ! 

“«Why, cert'n’y,’ cried Ebberson, with unfeigned delight, ‘and 
serve him jolly well right, too! I'd rather spent a Ogg penny in 
law than ha’ paid him for them boots. What's yer bill!’ 

“*Oh, I sha'n’t make out a bill to you—call it's fiver.’ 

“ And as the horny-handed one pulled it out—he celebrated his 
victory by standing half-pints all round and calling for’ three 
cheers for that modern oracle, Our Village Lawyer !” 


2. 


LONGFELLOW AT FAULT. 
Way—oh! why—does Henry Wadsworth 
In poetic frenzy scream ; 
“Tell me not in mournful Members 
Life is but an empty dreain ”’* 


Does ic license give him 
Right to make to me and you 
Statements which—however sapient— 
Are not absolutely true? 


If not so, my gentle readers, 
Let your hearts be pained and grieved ; 
For you've been by Henry Wadsworth 
Most atrociously deceived. 


Bway through the Book of Numbers, 

erse by verse and line by line. 

With the utmost care I’ve plodded, 
Seeking that quotation fine. 


But, alas! in mournful Nambers 
(After all my pains extreme) 
1 can tind no verse which tells us 
Life is but an empty dream ! 


MORE PROVERBIAL PHILOSOPHY 

“AH, well,” sighed the notorious forger, as he dropped his 
Sporting Life as the detectives from Scotland Yard entered, and 
calmly submitted to the process of handcuffing, “after all, I'm only 
like the odds about Lord Rosebery's ‘oss for the Derby.” “ How 
so?” inquired one of the officers, without warning the prisoner 
that any remark he might make would be used in evidence against 
him. “Becos I’m ‘taken and wanted’” replied the impenitent 
one; and even theconstables roared. . 

It was a far-seeing man who lay down upon the floor previous to 
owing out his brains, so that he might not hurt h if when he 
fell! 

The woman who married her husband for money never complains 
that he doesn’t kiss her as much as he did before the wedding took 


place. a 

The boy who quailsat a little grey powder in a spoonful of jam is 
the same lad that fearlessly forth to tackle a wild bees’ nest 
with a willow switch—odd, ain't it? 

Women swallow flattery just as babies swallow buttons—without 
any idea of the trouble that may follow. 

The reason why woman has no beard—(if she had, she probably 
wouldn't support the lady barbers )—is that Nature knew she would 
never be able to keep her chin still long enough to be shaved. 

To appreciate the beauties of » Highland steer, you should watch 
an Ayrshire man steering himself across the Brig o’' Doon after the 
twenty-eighth hauf yin into the twenty-ninth dram shop. 

There is nothing sweeter than kisses—excepting when you are 
looking through the window, watching the other fellow getting 
them. 

The Lady says that dresses are to be full this year. We prefer 
them full. “The idea of a dress empty ia ridiculous in the extreme. 
We should like to know what satisfaction it would be to a young 
mae to hold an empty dress on his lap all through a summer 
evening! 

The bard who said “I'm saddest when I sing,” evidently was not 
paid at Patti prices. Otherwise he'd have n a deuced sight 
saddest when he couldn't sing ! 

A play is just like cigar. When it's good everybody wants a 
box ; when it aint, it won't draw, “ puff" it as much as you like. 

Nature shuddera, we are told, when she sees a woman throw a 
stone, but when the same woman starts up the stairs on a “ house 
decorating” expedition, with a brush in one hand and a tin of 
somebody's enamel in the other, Nature covers up her head and 
rows ene a dark and mouldering cave to pray for the poor 

usband. 


~ 


PTS tiage 
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CARRIE’S REVENGE. 


—+— 


“No, Carrie,” said Charlie Spooner, calmly, as he leaned grace- 
fully over the counter in the saloon bar ; “I'm very sorry fur your 
injured er ip ou 
know, and all that, 
but the truth is I don't 
see my way clear to 
make vou Mrs. 8., and 
as a matter of fact, I 
think it better to cry 
‘off’ to our engage- 
ment.” 

little 


The y 
barmaid looked at him 
incredulously. * You're 
j esting, Charlie, 
surely,’ she said. 
“Why, I thought we 
were to be married in 
June. What's the 
joke?” 

“There ain't one 
that 1 know of,” said 
Charlie, sullenly, * un- 

you choose to look 
on it as one.” 

“Then you really 
mean to say you 
intend to give me up. 
Why, what's to prevent 
me_brin ng you up 
for breach of promise 
if I like, eh, Charlie?” 

mon sense,” 
responded the other, — 
shortly; “you “You're jesting, Charlie, surely.’ 
wouldn't have a leg 
to stand on. Where's your letters, where's your witnesses to 
speak to the promise, where's your ring even? My dear Carrie, do 
be reasonable. We've always kept the engagement a secret—not a 
soul knows of it but ourselves, and in fact, my dear girl, you'd find 
it no go. If I hadn't come into that five thousand of old Uncle 
am cnaes = Beating | ee I mightn’t have ae a ye 
my: next June, but my nt pros ly, I— 
ou know—er—I must look a little halgher fora wife : 
or ness sake don’t commence to cry ; and look here, you get 
the day off to-morrow and we'll go down to Cookham and have a 


° e . ° * e 

“There!” said Charlie, triumphantly, as, after making fast the 
boat in which they had rowed up from Cookham, he arranged the 
contents of the hamper upon the sward ; “there! that's something 
like a picnic for you! 
Fall to, Carrie; eat, 
drink and be merry, 
for to-morrow we— 


Carrie obeyed. She 
was looking her pret- 
tiest in the daintiest 

spring toilettes, 
and there was a 
sparkle in her blue 
eyes that certainly 

id not betoken any- 
thing like a broken 
heart. 


The meal pro- 
gressed merrily and 
when Charlie at 
length brushed away 
the crumbs from his 
clothes and prepared 
to light a cigarette, 
— a iu 

er pocket and pro- 
duced a small flask. 


I rt 
“ Eat, drink and be merry.” a bottle just before 


ou're _ 


dead before you could reach a doctor, and besides, your life’s ebbing 
away quickly. Put 
your name to this 
pa r, though, and 
1 ey you; it’s a 
romise to pay me 
tec thousand p unds 
on consideration of 
my releasing you 
from your promise 
tomarry. Here, see, 
I've brought pen and 


” groaned 


2 

ly, a3 she put 
the n into his 
trembling fingers, 
and he slowly affix 
his signature. Then 
Carrie stepped into 
the boat, loosed the 
painter, and pulled 
out into the stream. 

“Here, come 
back !” cried Charlie, 
wildly, “don't leave 
me to perish, Carrie 
—the antidote, the 
antidote!" 

“The antidote be 
bothered,” laughed 
Carrie, as she , 
sculled rapidly away. “I gave yon nothing worse than a little 
jalap and quinine. Ta-ta, Charlie, what a pleasant day we've had ! 


Fell squirming to the ground. 
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“ Before al- 


ways used to present me with six- 

coerce gloves. A month 

after, buttons were consid- 

ow teas we | Bave|comeed: the) tcc tore ik Dee net ahora ln ch oeeentin saree N parece en aia aoc ee Re ren Reranch cod grace ade 

as me! what a “Now, guv‘nor, a sw 0 ae 

mae ee ee ay ee ene She. I should think co they hava hoes engaged for years. = he wears such a rh ta feather.” Extract from Letter. y Fooey Ladp. 
%o° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—HENRY RUSSELL, Esq. 

o her Jriends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 3 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


qa) id sega up!” A. SLOPER started to his feet, fur he had been having early fifties, after all. ‘Then, as an esteemed friend reminds me, we had no nec to 
forty win Before him stood the shade of Dibdin. “What, slumbering, while you make such a close study of political economy, with its laws of supply and demand, 
should be interviewing my renowned successor, Henry Russell?” A.SLOPER stood competition, and the thousand and one thiugs which go to make up this dismal 
rebaked. “Is it true that it is pro to confer a knighthood on him?” asked = science. Then, when the Crimean war broke out, the stirring strains of *Chcer, 
the shade. ‘*E‘en so, Charles,” A. SLOPER. “A return,” said theshade, = Boys, Cheer !’ raised one's spirits. (3) Why, they induced me to go and enlist for 
“and tardy. Time don’t seem have altered some things since my days. My the East, only my agéd mother, whose prop in declining years I was, bought me off. 
pension was withdrawn, you remember, because the administration did not thin —(4) Then ‘ Britannia’s the Pride of the Ucean,’ almost made me turn sailor, but 
my services were of a kind that entitled me to it—but, where are you going ?” for *A Life on the Ocean Wave’ upsets ne so,——(5) Or I don't know but what, when 
A. SLOPER had seized his hat and umbrella, “Off, Charles, to hail the first hansom _I first heard you sing ‘I'm Afloat,’ I should not have turned a Rover ;_my Barque cout 
to take me to Maida Hill. Farewell, my trim-built wherry !"——(z) “Henry !" cried then have been my Bride, and I could have sailed to the West, to the West, to the Lan 


No, 336.—Miss PHYLLIS MARLOWE. A. SLOPER, grasping the grand old poet and composer's hand—old only in ee, for of the Free.” A chatting pleasantly about the 500 and more songs Mr. Henry 

he is as vigourous and hearty as ever—“ Henry, this is a happy occasion!” “Mr. Russell has written, and composed, and sung, including, “Woodman, Spare that 

“She is, indeed, a fair and dainty maid.” —The Dook Snook. SLOPER,” oat Mr. Henry Lay weveras am adignven to see = you s pert = are, ree omte tae ag yeas ou paren p a Hing mp gy yarewell 3" the = 

es dear friend. r seems bu other day si we boys were singing our ing ruggle for Fame,” by one, as LOPER it, who never strugeled 

“Td give the world for one sweet, rapturous kiss.” —Lord Bob. hopeful melody, ‘Theres a Good Time Coming.’ Well, we have ‘waited a jittle for it, he bade our National Songster and worthy father of a worthy son—W. Clark 
“Oh, darling ! tell me, is my love returned?” —The Hon. Billy. longer.’ Now,do you know, Heury, that im my opinion the good time wasinthe Russell, the famous novelist, a hearty adieu. 


THE ELDER BACKSLIDES WITH A VENGEANCE! 


M/, 

(1) When the Elder opened his paper the other morn, he read, “That notorious backsliding rnffian, (2) “T weel ken who's the author o' that, and (3) “There's an arteestic touch aboot the thumpin’ A've jist received, 
Duncan McNab, umwhile a so-called Elder, was effectually kicked out of the Kirk Synod, yesterday, by ma mind's noo made up!” shrieked the Elder, murmured the Laird, “that has a vera fameeliar appearance tae me, and 
the Moderator. There was great joy and relief among those assembled. Thus closes a fearful career.” as he floated away towards the setting sun. reminds me sair o' ould times.” 
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te —T re‘ Burcglers-Bug-bear 

OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 
; Ah! this is something like a crowd, m tle friends and patrons. Just the sort of gathering The Aowers that bloom in sunny spring :—The sla ‘ound her lungs in need Of solace from the 
that gladdens the heave a tr iowa who is always seen to better advantage when Fe tn soothing weed :—King Cricket’. énoe more to the oe tor see the aap 4 itched pe pls i 


big audience. But you're ready and waiting ; let us makeastart :—The life of Yankee’s unemployed The cat, ‘tis thought, tn Suture will Effect a change in ager jes Bill. There, that’s all 1 can do 
Ixtruly one to be enjoyed :—The sovereigns meet in fond embrace, And kiss each other onthe face:— for you at present, I’m afraid. Not a bad show, eh? Cal in next week at the usual time 
A Ventnor carnival, I hear, Was held with much success this year :—Admirerstothe Ancient bring and I'll have another treat ready for you. Ta-ta'—-THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


TIME FOR REFLECTION. 


\y ar 


| 


RUCTIONS! 

So very unpleasant for i Gadabout to find his mother-in- 
\ law, very much waiting for him, on the identical seat where he 
} had promised to meet that very pretty little waitress, And to 
f think that he should not have recognised the mother of the 
| wife of his bosom, She knew him, though. 


MORE TRADE ANO FINANCE. 
Government Stocks down—and Copper flat. 


y 
“AY sia ert 


og 
oe 


THE RETORT COURTEOUS. 
Minister, Giles, Giles!—gardening on the Sabbath! Don't 
you know eed? Do % 
vol exch sioiian Cen ning is a i all Ethel, Well, I really think you are the most conceited gitl I ever came across! You've been just one 1 
ues. If it comes to that, guv'nor, most of your work is done hour admiring your hair! . : ; ; 
0’ Sundays ; d'ye expect anything to come o' yours ? Dora. That just shows gd ignorance, then! I'm not admiriug my hair ; but Dick has asked me for a “Saucy little ming! Just at‘the moment'when the excursion 
(The Minister walked sadly away. lock of it, and I can’t decide where to cut it from, train from Loudon was coming in, too! 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


——— 


It is now between thirteen and fourteen years ago since 
Lord Beaconsfield breathed his last, but Englishmen have not 
forgotten the Statesman who 
did so much for the food of 
hiscountry. The English are 
not an ungrateful race, and it 
is little to be wondered at that 
they cherish their hero's 
ccromget d in their bosoms long 
after the demise of their idol. 
Lord Beaconstield’s love for 
the simple, little primrose was 
an admirable trait in what 
was perhaps one of the most 
striking characters of the 
century. His affection for it 
was almost as strong as his 
political ambition. The wear- 
ing of this flower on the anni- 
ing of his death is, perha, 
one of the prettiest compli- 
ments that his admirers 
could pay the memory of 
the great Conservative States- 
man. *.* 


THE Crumbling Structure 
has this day conferred the 
“Award of Merit” upon 
CHARLES CRUFT ; because he 
knows all about Dog Shows. 
“Feyther,” remarked the 
Asure-Or' ; “wot a pity it 
is you don't git Mr. C.s hopinion on Snatcher. Ifa man of ‘is hex- 
perience can't define the breed, no one can.” And the Aged promised 
to put the question at the first opportunity. 

se 


s 
THERE is no ground for the statement that the Ball's Pond 
Banditti will cease their merciless operations during the coming 
summer. To the ruthless band all seasons are alike, and their 
deeds of deadly daring will continue to be graphically illustrated 
weekly in that col: ha’penny comic, “ Larks /” : 
ss 


s 

ACERTAIN American professor is said to be busy at the nt 
moment manufacturing earthquakes. As loss as he confines his 
operations to second-rate American States, all well and good, but 
shoud he attempt to influence the British earthquake market, it 
will be better for him had he never been born. Weadumire genius, 
of a certain sort, but we certainly do not appreciate genius when 
it effects our own peace of mind. | 


s 

It is to be ho that the female inhabitants of a moderately 
provincial ily situated in the north of England, are not 
te so ignorant of Grand 
as has currently 
reported. According to com- 
mon rumour, the man in the 
box office attached to the 
— theatre of the town 
n Apa mn, was asked a 
other a ng 
oung nf car what ace 

toe and the Bohem 
Girl sang poguher Another 
member of the fair sex was 
anxious to learn whether 
Henry Irving and Ellen Terry 
appeared in Lohengrin as well 
as Faust, and when they were 
expected to arrive from Lon- ] / 
don. Truly the provincials I; 
musical taste requires de- /; H/ 

veloping. ; 


ONE of the recent and most /////M 
novel features in Little ///Mpy 
Christopher Columbus _ia a 
new ce by Mr. E. J. 
Lonnen and Miss Alice Leth- 
bridge, the music of which 
has been specially composed 
by Mr. Ivan Caryll. It is 
entitled “ A Marionette Court- 
ship,” the figures and the 
furniture being worked auto- 
matically by wires, and the dialogue is spoken off the stage to 
suit the action which takes place on the stage. 
ss 


s 

THOSE people who are continually advancing the opinion that 
marriage is a very serious unde ing, have now, at any rate, some 
justification for their assertion. Some excitement was occasioned 
on the Midland Railway last week by the discovery of a raving 
lunatic in one of the Pullman cars attached to an express train. 
It came out in the course of inquiry that the man only been 
some hour or two previous, and was, in fact, in the 
initial stage of his posermoce. If marriage leads to many 
experiences of this description, it will be just as well for the 
Chancellor of the Exchequer to levy a tax on eligible bachelors. 
With the chance of lunacy staring him in the face a man would be 
indeed brave who could take the fatal plunge without pressure of 

some kind. *° 


LADY VIOLET GREVILLE has only succeeded in producing a fairly 
presentable work from the French play, to which she has tlown for 
ere 

t per- 
haps, doubt- 
ful whether 
a more liter- 
al arin 
of theorigin- 
al work 
would _ not 
have been 
more accept- 
able, for, 
truth to tell, 
An Aristo- 
cratic Alli- 
ance makes 
but a poor 
comparison 
with LeGen- 
dre de M. 
Poirier, But 
this is not 
the main 
point, which 
13,18 the new 
Criterion 
piece strong 
pai _to 

raw paying 
housestoMr. 
Wyndham ’s 
theatre? It 
is a question which remains to be proved. but, personally, 
we consider the probability doubtful. 
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It isa mistake to imagine, as many folks do, that a first- 
class SE turainnans can only be witnessed on the Middlesex 
side of the Thames. There is one 
music-hall, at any rate, in the neigh- 
a : rhood - we — 

ridge Road, the programme o! 
whisk, it would be impossible to 
surpass at even the best of the first- 
class West-end halls. We s 
of the cocoa g i First, we have 
the name of Ada Blanche—well, 
we all know what Ads can do when 
she likes. Then comes J. W. 
Rowley, seemingly as sprightly 
as ever he was in his life. m we 
have sweet little Ada Reeve. Well, 
if we were a little yo , 
was only willing, we might—— but 
enough. Miss ve is most cer- 
tainly the star of the Canterbury 

rogramme, in spite of the fact that 
tt contains other such well-known 
names as T. E. Dunville, Alice 
Maydue, Little Tich, Kate James, 
the Jees, and Ella Dean. 


THE crowd outside the Divorce 
Court during the trial of the recent 
cause celebre was enormous, and 
knocked a Boxing Night gallery 
crowd at Drury Lane into a cocked 
hat. The majority of those present 
were la——no, we mean of the sex 
feminine, and the they fought, 
pushed, and struggled, would have done credit to a football scrim- 
mage just outside the goal. With all this anxiety to obtain 
places, why not sell the seats for the benefit of a deserving 
charity ? ere should be no lack of purchasers. 

e¢ 


s 
THEATRICAL managers, like the farmers, do not look with a 
favourable eye upon the continued hot weather, of which they are 
already beginning to feel the effects. It only wants the exhibitions 
to open now to make the poor manager shut up shop in disgust. 
ss 


* 

WE observe that the veteran G. H. McDermott is again before 
the public, at.the Royal, It is a long time since this once mighty 
star suddenly shot out of the music-hall firmament. He'll have to 
be careful if he wishes to again regain the t. 


s 

THE interesting particulars concernin; the American Col of 
Beauty which appeared recently in the D. 7. have created quite a 
little flutter in 
the Sloperian 
dovecot. Mrs. 
Sloper is 
very keen on 
starting a 
similar insti- 
tution this side 
of the Atlan- 


also taken 
very kindly to 
the idea. She 
feels 8 she 
says, that 
Eveliny might 


a beauty of 
the first water; 
and that fair 
damsel shares 
the opinion of 
her maternal 
relative in an 
even more em- 
eee d i 
us ve 
our Beauty 
Coll then 
by al | means. 


s 
SINCE it has been announced that he intends bringing an action 
for breach of promise against Tootsie Sloper, Lord Bob has beencold. 
shouldered by the a rally. The Queen and Princess 
of Wales have declared their intention of cutting him at every 
opportunity. The Prince of Wales and the Hon. Billy have de- 
clared their intention of “pulling the pee young cub’s nose.” 
Taking everything into consideration things are not running very 
ly for Bob. *.* 


THE straw hat is to be the fashionable headgear again this 
summer. A. SLOPER’S historical tile, however, will still be the 
favourite chapeau of its illustrious | owner. 


s 
Mr. HAMILTON Mark and Mrs. Sophie Marr are exhibiting for 
a few days only at the Gallery, 9 Conduit Street, some oil Uwe 
and monochromes. The pictures, without exception, are decidedly 
above the average, and must be seen to be appreciated. 


How much longer isthe Anarchist scare going tolast? “ Another 
Bomb Outrage in Paris” has become such a frequent headline of 


by 
the majority 
of newspaper 
readers with 


title beneath 
which are set 
forth all the 
doings of 
these cow- 


ardly car- 

rion. For R\ 
they have \ 
got them- Ga 
selves a bad ( 
name. No 
possible 
good will 
ever :be 
brought 
about by 
such meth- 
ods as they 
employ, and 
the sooner 
they blow 
themeelves out of existence the better for everybody all round. 


THERE is really no need for anxiety concerning the fate of the 
Eminent’s Academy picture. A. SLOPER is bound to be hung. 
Most people aver that he ought to have been long ago. 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


4 CALENDAR FOR THE Week ENDING 20TH APRIL, 1894, 


———— 

22nd A 1604.—Evelyn under this date, says, “A fier 
exhalation, rising out of the sea, spread itself in Mont; vanieyine 
a furlong broad and many miles in length, burning all straw, hay 
thatch grass, but doing no to trees, timber, or any soli 
nee only firing barns or thatched houses. It left such a taint 
on the grass as to kill all the cattle that ate of it. 


23rd A) 1828.—The double anniversary of the Sta 
birthday of the King and the actual one of Shakes: roared 
was born ied on the 23rd April), was celebrated b the per. 
formers of the Surrey Theatre this day, at Johnson's Coffee House, 
30 of whom sat down to an excellent dinner, Mr. Elliston in the 
Chair, and Mr. Rayner Vice-President. On the removal of the 
cloth, the health of the King was given with four times four ; and 
the Chairman, in submitting 1 toast to the re emcng? Ad the Bard 
of Avon, proposed it to be drank with acclamation ; for though the 
Poet was dead, his works would live till time should be no more, 


24th A) 1889.—A newspaper this 
Dr. Forster, Director of the University Ophthalmic Clinique at 


notice, the ge 7 were suffering from « chronic complaint 
brought on by 

canal by the wearing of collars which were not large 
enough. 


26th April, 1888.—The Daily Telegraph this day says: “A 
Paris costermonger has just committed suicide, not only in a 
determined and deliberate, but in a rather original manner. He 
had a violent altercation with his mother, who had upbraided hin 
for his addiction to vinous refreshments, After the quarrel his 
mother went out, and on returning she found her unfortunate son 
hanging from a nail in the wall : his hat pulled down over his head 
and an unbroken tobacco pipe in his hand. The woman thought 
that the man was ing, as she had not believed him when he 
said that he was going to hang himself on account of her scoldings. 
Why the deceased held his pipe in his hand while tying the fatal 
noose, and how he kept it unbroken while in the throes of death, is 
amystery. The French have a phrase, JI a cassé sa pipe, to denote 
that a man has shuffled off the mortal coil ; but the locution could 
certainly not be applied to the case of the defunct costermonger. 


26th A) 1742.—In the Daily Advertiser of this date 

appears this answer to a challenge from Willis, “the fightin 
quaker”: “I, Thomas Smallwood, known for my intrepid manh 
and Peavery os and off the stage, accept the challenge of this 

ng quaker, and will show him that he is led by a false spirit, 

means him no other good than that he should be chastixed for 
offering to take xpos him the arm of the flesh—THOMAS SMALI.- 
woop. Note.—The doors will be open at ten, and the combatants 
mount at twelve. There will be several bye-battles as usual, anid 
perticslariy one between John Divine John Tipping for five 
pounds each.” 


27th April, 1880.—The remains of Mr. “Joey” Jones, the 
well-known sport, were interred in Nunhead Cemetery this day. 
A large crowd assembled outside the house in Baker Street, New 
Kent Road, to witness the departure of the curtéege. 


28th April, 1628.—This day as Major Forbes Mackenzie, of 
Fodderty, in Strathpetier, county Ross, was traversing n tield on his 
farm, he was not a little surprised to find 9 considerable portion of 
und covered with herring fry, of from three to four inches each 
n length. The fish were fresh and entire, and had no appearance 
of being dropped by birds—a medium by which they must have 
been broad and mutilated. The only rational conjecture that 
can be formed of the circumstance ix, that the fish were transported 
thither in a water-spout—a phenomenon that before occurred in 
ote county, and which is by no means uncommon in tropic:l 
climates, 
tierce 


A PAINFUL OVERSIGHT. 
FULL many weary miles I'd tramped, 
My throat was parched and dried, 
When to my monstrous joy at length, 

An alehouse I espied. 


“Now for a long thirst-quenching drink,” 
1 cried in huge delight. 

Naught could have been to me, just then, 
A so welcome sight. 


With eager hand l.sought my purse, 
But found, oh, foolish clown, 

I'd left the beastly thing at home, 
And hadn’t got a brown. 


eee 


MORE ECHOES OF SCIENCE. 
EIGHTH INSTALMENT. 
N.B.— We'ce got too hardened to apologise now. 

A SCIENTIFIC jou avers that nothing will improve a woman's 
com jon like early oe Possibly. And yet we'll bet. thut 
for immediate results they'll go on relying on the good old bit of 
powered-chalk on the rag, as before. , 

Certainly, “Elstree Experi-nentalist,” certainly: a practical 
farmer ought to be able to cross-horse radishes with horse-chest - 
nuts, 80 as to produce spotted ponics fur circus ponies. Only be 
sure about the pairing season. 

_ It was her first essay in any dead Tan eMARe, but the higher educa- 
tion of women had made her bold, And the conversation turning 
upon the disgraceful state of many of the roads out of London. 
she said :—“ I'm sure I was never go bumped and jolted as 1 was 
coming in the ’bus. from Cricklewood the other night; at times 
one could hardly tell whether the 'bus. was in the air or safe on 
terra-cotta/” Then the rude conversational lions roared. 

Science marches on with giant strides. A Ball's Pond boy earned 
anice Bible by committing ten hundred verses to rgemn Then 
he exchanged the Bible for a mechanical toy that worked with 
caps and gunpowder, called a “Bourdin Bomb,” and blew his 
grandmother's left ear off. 

The old gentleman correspondent of Brighton who sent five 
shillings to Isaac Moses, supposed to belong to this staff, for his 
patent relinble method for reducing gas bills, and got a reply 
advising him to Aid his paraffin lamp a chance,” is advised that 
SLOPER washed hands of Moses long ago. 


STILL 


ON THE WAY TO THE GALLERIES. | 

Ignoramué, Now, look here, old man, | may tell you in strict 
confidence that I don't know anything about Art with a big A, 
_ : shall be very grateful if you will tell me what I ought to 
admire. : 

Cognoscente. My dear boy, it is as simple as shelling pens. If 
you can understand a picture and make out what it is intended tu 
represent, pass it by seickiy but if you come across anything 
which you cannot make h or tail of even by standing on your 
head, then go into raptures over it, for you may be sure that it isa 


work of Art, 
oo 


Ewery Wrednesday. Twopence. 


JUDY. 


Best Artists. Best Authors. 
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THE editorial cheek 
was swel! 
With toothache'’s 
« stang,” 
And “ No longer now,” 
the victim yelled, 
“Will I brook this 
fang.” 
The editorial form was 
oo 
thin a dentist's 


cha 
And the doughty tooth- 
remover yan! 
That molar out with 
care. 


— 


ONsuTrine | 


= 


a 


| 
‘fh roam | 4° 
Ad 


And, just as tooth from 
gums was riven, 
Wool-gathering went 
his wits. 


The editorial ire was 
raised, 


as from chair he sprung, 
The editorial optics b! 
And the editorial tongue 
Shrieked savagely, “ You thieving cuss! 
How how you take from us 
An EXTBACT, sir, and fail to name e 
The source from which that extract came? 


ee 


AT pag lt SER OEN re faa 

IT was at a recent carnival ; and snugly ensco a sec! 
corner from tbe ———. throng, sat a dainty shepherdess and a 

allant ls 

e The strains of the Tommy Atkins March fell unheeded upon 
their ears. The march past has begun, and all attention is 
diverted to the long ——— of claimants for the . The 
shepherdess and the highwayman are alone, alone unobserved 
—yet, stay, who is this y matron peering at them from behind 
the screening palma 2 ere is danger in her glance, methinks, as 
she gazes with no loving glance upon the unconscious pair. 

Ha! what isthat ? Claude has bent forward, the little hand of the 

guardian of the flock is clasped in his, her pretty blushing face is 
drawn toward his, and the sound of a delicious long-drawn kiss 
falls upon the ears of 
the concealed lis- 
tener. 
With a bound that 
shook the parquet 
flooring she was be- 
fore = Mba 
George Henry,” she 
hissed — “80 Mr. 
Brigginsissle—1 have 
tracked you at last. 
This, then, is the re- 
sult, of my allowing 
you to rig yourself 
out like an absurd 
Guy Fawkes, and 
waste the money that 
ought to go towards 
buying all the chil- 
dren new boots, in 
this sink of iniquity. 
This, then, is the way 
you fulfil your faith- 
ful promise to behave 
yourself, This—this 
minx—is the friend who was coming with you, is it? But you 
couldn't deceive me, Henry, precious clever as you think 
yourself; I was up to your little , though you did fancy I'd 
swallowed everything so nicely. You little expected to see me here 
to-night, I warrant. Oh, don’t try and interrupt, sir, I see it all. I 
may be a poor, weak woman ; but I’ve been a good wifeand mother, 
and I'll have justice if there's a law in the land. What do you say? 
Don't know who I am, or what I'm talking about? Oh, wait till 
1 thee home, my fine gentleman, we'll soon see about that.” 

“Wat! I'm drunk or mad, am I t—and you'll have me turned out 
if I don’t shift? Well, of all the impatience I ever heard ; asif you 
wasn't my own husband, Geo enry B ——— as I saw off 
fin a four-wheel cab, dressed in that self-same highwayman costume 

hat makes you look like a bad illustration out of a boy's penny 
horrible. Making an idiotic mistake, am I? Oh, no; you can't 


icet rid of me like that, George Henry. Take that ugly bit. ot stutf 
SS CAE 


tf your face, and if you don’t show a wall eye an 
buncle on the left side of your nose, I'll eat my domino." 
Then the highwayman slowly removed his mask, and the 
indignant matron started back in ee in horror. 

For it wasn't George Henry after all. 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
MIAMI Wooprvrr. 


Is Juno's soula stern resentment 
stirs 
As, leaning scowling o'er Ely- 
sium’s bar,! 
She secs thee, and compares thy 
form with hers, 
For thine is statelier far. 


The sailors, who, with densest 
darkness ehed 
Around and o'er them, lose 
their Northern Star, 
Would have thee constellationed 
in its stead, 
Thine eyes being brighter far. 


No Persian peaches e'er were 
shamed to blushes, 
Save those which lifted to thy 
aweet lips are ; 


aged both in being rosy-red and 


uscious, 
Thy lips are lovelier far. 


Bright light and warmth else- 
where may streak and swim 
From glowing Phebus, glitter- 
ing in his car; 
where thou smil'st, his 
‘beams be dwarfed and dim, 
Thy smile being sunnier far. 
"Tis said the bulbul, after death, 
a is given 
(For dulcat song) a home in some fair star ; 
So shall thy dead soul reach the highest heaven, 
Thy voice being sweeter far. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


———— 


6 WotseLey RoapD, Crouch Enp, N., April 9th, 1894. 
Dear Mr. SLoPER,—I received on my return to town your very 
kind recognition of my work. It is indeed gratifying to find that 
the Ancient, although personally unknown to me, has thought 
proper to reward what I have done, by admitting me into the 
sacred precincts of the I°.0.8. Is it because the Ancient and I. in 
our respective capacities, try our utmost to amuse the public! 
Or is it that there is a decided bond of unity between one who 
bestows the mystic initials F.0.S., and one who always signs 
himeelf (and especially in this instance gratefully) 
Yours very sincerely, F. OSMOND CARR? 


SLOPER’'S VAGARIES. 

No. 214.—HE Loses AN HisToRICAL TREASURE. 
“ Know ye the Hat that is great in Great Britain— 

Great with the greatness of fame through all time? 
Know ye the Hat of which Swinburne has written 

His songs most symphonious, sweet, and sublime? 
Know ye the Hat that I never would promise 

(Though often desired) to present to the Queen? 
Know ye the Hat that by W. F. Thomas 

Ten millions of times geet amen been? 
‘Tis the Hat of the Fossil—who pens you this dirge, 
While the tears from his eyes like a lava-stream surge! 


“ Know ye the Hat that makes peer and patrician 

Bow low in the street to the wearer thereof ? 
Know ye the Hat that gives instant admission 

To music-hall though their price be a sov.? 
Know ye the Hat with the ripe lips below it 

Whose kisses the fairest fair maids would fain win? 
Know ye the Hat that makes pressman and poet 

Submerge its famed owner in oceans of gin? 
‘Tis the Hat of the Wreck—and his eyes they are blinded 
With tears, ‘cos it’s lost and it cannot be finded !” 


Thus SLOPER indited his sad jeremiad, 
Thus SLOPER gave vent to his soul-heaving woe, 
When his comely Three Quarters, all fair as a di 
Came in, and beheld his swelled oculars tlow. 
Her arms round her lord she in sympathy winded : 
She read, then her sympathy fled, as she shroke : 
“Yer mut well put it down as yer eyes they is blinded— 
Ye're blind as a bat és, ye fat-headed moke! 
For the ‘ Hat of the Wreck’ ye're a whinin’ an’ frettin' ; 
An'—look yere! on that same blessed Hat ye're a-settin’!!" 


Se 


ARRAH, NOW! 


HEV’ ye thravelled in Oireland at all? Ye have: begobs ‘tis a 
quare counthry entoirely ! 

D'ye know that as honest a gintleman as ever broke bread an’ 
the pledge Cape on a sweet little vil in County Clare one 
evening, an’ th’ divil a bite had ho had in his lips since the mornin’ 
previous. ’Twas th’ Parrnellites Arrms that he shtruck on ; an’, 
be he, to owld Shemus O'Shaughnessy, who acted there as the 
waitorr : 

“Phwhat's to eat here?” 


spread. 

“Y'r dinner, y’r honour—barrin’ th’ fowl.” 

“My dinner?” 

“Shure, an’ it’s that same, sorr.” 

“ An’ phwhere's th’ fowl, thin?” 

“ By th’ poiper that played before Moses, yer honour, it’s divil a 
taste o’ fowl ye'll git this day. Shure, we've only the wan, and 
whenever he hears a customer orderin’ poulthry he taakes to th’ 
country, the blaygyard !” 


AT A FRIEND'S TAILOR. 
Cutely (who has just been measured), And how much will the 
trousers be? 


Tailor (after reckoning up how much commission he will have to 
pa the introducer). This pair at—er—let me sec, extra-superfine, 

hirty shillings, sir. 

Cutely. That's a great deal of money. 

Tailor, No, indeed, sir; very cheap for the class of article. 1 
can assure you, sir,on my honour, that I only make two shillings 
out of them, \ 

Cutely. Is that so? Well, look here, here is your two shillings 
profit, and I'll go back to my old tailor, 

(‘Sacred a clear ten shillings out of that,” he murmured 
to himself, as he walked away. 


——— 


“LOVE IS BLIND.” 


AND ie it true, that ancient phrase 
To which so oft we've hearkened, 
That, spite of all thy winsome ways, 
Thine eyes, O Love, are darkened? 
And must we never know if we 
Are by our loved ones dupéd, 
Or if they fond and faithful be? 
Nor ever harbour Cupid 
Save that we can, with resignedness, 
Bear the brunt of Cupid's blindness! 


Yes, thou art blind. And good and wise 
Is such a dispensation ; 

For, though we fain would grant thine eyes 
Full powers of penetration 

That. we the deepest thoughts might read 
Which our beloved ones treasure, 

How many a heart thereon would bleed 
That now is thrilled with pleasure ! 

If those we love be quite above 
Suspicion’s breath, we trow not: 

put let us trvat in whom we love, 

Nor grieve for what we know not. 

Out of pity, out of kindness, 

Still, O Love, retain thy blindness ! 


eee 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

A MEANING Glance: Glancing into your dictionary for the 
meaning of a word. 

A CARD-PLAYER going “nap,” and not getting it, will naturally 
fee] un-nappy. 

WHEN SLOPER fot butted by a goat, he howled. “Gont o' the 
mari And yet the poor goat was nt the property of Mephis- 
topheles. 

rN TERRIBLE Tax on the Brain of Young Scholars : Syn-tax. 

TY INaNci1aL Mem.—A Red (8)cent : Cayenne Pepper. 


HIS LITTLE GIRL. 


eS 
CHAPTER VI. 

JOHN SCARLET TREVOR was back to his bachelor apartments in 

London. He had not proposed in form to Clotilde Haycroft, but 


Back to his bachelor apartments. 
he had resolved to do it at an early opportunity. As he sat 
sipping his coffee he had an air of great content, and in his 
thoughts there was no tinge of regret at his idea of giving B ¢ his 
cosy bachelor abode for a more extensive establishment. As he 
thought of the future—as he thought of the comforts of having 
Clotilde Haycroft ever with him—a pleased smile passed over his 
face. He was at peace with all the world, and even his servant's 
peerencees of * The person who called before” did not disturb 

m much, 

“Show him up,” said Jack. “The poor devil will be hard up 
again, I suppose. Well, he must live. Ah! Jim Hardcole,” he 
said, as that worthy entered the apartment. 

“Jim Hardcole it is,” said that gentleman. 

“And Jim Hardcole in much better ease, too, apparently. 
Clothes look respectable.” 
poids shouldn't they be?” said Hardcole, with some display of 

ion. 

“Well, principally becquse they are not in good company,” said 


ack, imperturbably, as he 
rolled a cigarette. 
“1 was good enough com- 


ny for you in Cape Town, 
r think, when no one else 
looked near you.” 

“Ah! harking back on that 
bad time again,” said Jack 
Trevor; “that’s the worst of 

| your class of Jim Hard. 
cole—you can't generous— 
you can't forget a good action 
which you do to rs. You 
do it seldom, and that possibiy 
| fixes the thing in your memory. 

Now, why always bring that 

sick-bed-nursing story to the 

front? I tell yousquarely, Jim 

Hardcole, that if you come to 

meand frankly say youare hard 

up, and hold your confounded 
tongue about that nursing 
racket, I wouldn't be the man to 

Driven a hated note.” 

your five- note.” 

“Oh! by all ” said 
Jack, calmly, “by all means. 
But may I ask, the five-pound 
note having been why 
Iam favoured with your very 
respectable company ?” 

“Look here, you, Jack 
Last said Jim leeieeirrl 
‘you let my respectability 
alone, will you? gp had 

quite enough of your infernal cheek.” 

“Ah! and you are now to give me some examples of your own 
Goon. Iamina m or I would fling you down the stairs. 
I am interested to know why you are so extravagant as to d——na 
five-pound note?” 

use you'll have to give me fifty—five hundred—maybe 
more, before 1 am done,” said Jim Hardcole, fiercely. 

“ Oh, indeed, Jim—well, I am generous, perhaps, but 1 assure you 
{ would not give fifty pounds even to see you hanged—principally 

use I'am not interested. It is more than likely the Govern- 

ment will some day do that at the cost of the ratepayers. Then I 
will only have to pay a small share.” 

“You may sneer, but I tell you you will have to give me five 
hundred—blast it! I'll make it a thousand!” 

“Oh!” said Jack Trevor, with an incredulous smile, “don't 
restrict yourself, by any means. You have been drinking whisky, 
Jim Hardcole.” 

“No, L haven't been drinking whisky,” said Jim Hardcole, “I 
have been too 
busy, Mr. John 
Trevor. 1 have 
been at Rich- 


“ D— your five-pound note.” 


Jack. 
“Yes; and I 
have seen you 
day after day 
walking out 
with that 
young lady, 
and I have 
talked with 
some of the 
servants, and 
they say as you 
are the gent as 
is to marry the 
young lady. 
And — perhaps 
vou will, Mr. 
Trevor; I don't 
aay you won't. 
But you sha‘n't 
do it unless 
you've first 
uared Jim 
ardcole.” 
“You have 
been drinking 
bad whisky, 
Jim Hardcole, 
It is not good 
for rou. Before I give you the something not nice I promised 
you next time you came, tell me why I can't marry, if 1 was 


You have been drinking whisky, Jim Hanicole.” 


thinking of such a thing, without your permission?’ 
“ Because you are married already,” said Jim Hardcole, 
(To be continued next week.) 


THE “F.O.S8.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No. 356.—1th. Tom WooTwEut, F.O.S. 


“Who is he? Well, perhaps it is a fair question to ask. 
Everybody has not the honour of Tom Wootwell’s acquaintance. 
Theirs is the loss though. Tom is a good fellow; a real gowd 
fellow in fact, and might have been a Christian Martyr, had he 
lived in the good old times. But he didn't. He erred a 

riod when the world was in a more enlightened condition. But 
he is alive now, and kicking, too, at times. He is a comedian. 
A real good comedian, too. Even his seriousness is about ou a 
par with the average man's wit. He would probably have made 
a good dentist. No man could feel miserable in his presence. 
Even when being deprived of a tooth. Belongs to the music- 
hall Is just about as prowl of the profession as the 

lession is of him. Would have liked to have succecded 
Gladstone in the Premiership. Thought himself too young, and 
felt too modest to weigh in for the vacancy. Waited for the 
Queen to send for him. _Is still waiting. Chiefly because he is 
an ornament to his calling Tom was created F.O.S., and the 

*Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him March 31st, 1891." 
—Debdrett Improved. 


“Hi, Tom! what do you think of my new bell-top coat?” 
a Why, I shov"i like to wring you out and clear the 
course !" 


FAUST AND MARGARET AT THE LYCEUM. 


“Talk about Hampstead on Bonfire Night—it ain't in it with 
that Brocken Scene! 


A PROPHET—“NOT” IN HIS OWN COUNTRY. 
Tipster (to provincial boy). ‘Ere, Tommy, where's the station ? 
Boy. Well, I never ! ‘ow d'yer know my name be Tommy ? 
Tipster. Ah, my boy, if you lived in London you'd soyn learn 

to guess all them sort of things. 
Bow. Ho, would yer! Then guess yer bloomin’ way ter the 
station ! 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


A NECESSARY EVIL. 


Maud. 1s your marriage a happy one ? 


Bthel. Oh, bps I have everything I want, and only one thing I don’t want. 


Maud. And what is that ? 


Ethel, My husband, 


~, 
ed 


(1) The Rev. Pumpsucker. Will you kindly inform Mrs. Catlap that T have called 
to discuss the affairs of the “Death and Glory Tadpoles Temperance Society” with 
her? Mary Ann. Yes, sir. If you will take a seat, sir, and a cup of tea, missis ‘Il be 
down directly, sir—(2) “H'm! Ha! Really most refreshing. Quite a delicious 
flavour about it, which somehow awakens old memories of my—ah !—unregenerate 
days. But pleasant—most pleasant !—(3) “Must poshtively have ‘nother cup. 
Talk about alcoholic —hic !—stim'lants, they're not in it with this innocent tempransh 
bever—hic !—(4) “Shrikes me the old gal knows how to brew bettey boose than any 


A SOLILOQUY. 


“What a vile glass this is! I know I'm not good-looking, 
bat hang it all——" 


A TALE OF_ 


(Saturday, April 21, 1894, 


roe enrich pa APPEARANCES. 

Beak. Bu juced you, prisoner, to st 

suit of clothes ? ame 
Prisoner. Wal, yer washup, I thinks of meself—if I'm 

kopped I won't disgrace meself in the dock bya shabby 

appearance. 


“ Bad luck to yez, Mrs. McGrath, for a chate! I shall 
withdraw my countenance from yez——" “Good 
riddance, Mrs. Durphy! Begocrah! it’s the ugliest 
thing I ever sct eyes on 1” 


A TEAPOT. 


ot yer—hic !—'sgusting ‘toshcating drinks! Here's her jol’ good health, out of the 
—hic!—spout. Tempransh! Thash the bally tickct, an’ no kid — see ?——(5) 
“Whoop! Here goesh for a bally stcp-dance! Hooray: Hi, Polly, my dear, brings) 
‘nother bueketful of tea, and—hic !—come gn’ have a drink along o' me! Ha, ha! 
Tew for ever! Hooray !"——(G) And when Mrs. Catlap did come down, pre- 
pared to discuss matters, she found that the Rev. gentleman hail 
wrestled vainly with contents of ber own particular afternoon teapot and been 
sumewhat severely thrown into the midst of her ruined tea service. 


GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSED 


Frantic delight of Stodger Brow upon at last having the 
gratification of actually getting his picture on the line. 


Peggy. 
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